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“Jack... Oh, Jaaaa-ck...” 
The sweet, clear soprano trilled and soared through the vaults of Jack’s slumber 
like a bird in flight, its sweetly warm tones slipping through the fading 
remnants of dream like a sea bird winging through the morning mists. 




























“Jack, honey, it’s time to get up... 
This voice was a warm contrai mes layered in warmth - and 
something more. Like the island bre sti e rich vegetation in soft 
whispers and sighs of living things, ! m to carry in its tones 
some deeper, hidden meaning. 

“C’mon, Jack, rise and shin 
A rich, reverberati 
depth and range. As the s 
the ocean’s mighty power 
the restrained power of i 
“Big boy, time to wakey- 
Smoky tones of ric | 

that warmed without bur tl i shed over him. 
As the Sirens of m ible song to lure unwary 
| I | from the endless ocean of 


feminine despite its greater 
nore carried the hint of 
this tender voice also reveal 





fate awaiting the rangy, sand 
completely different. 

Jack opened his ey ini lue as the endless vault 
of high-summer sky spa only in their grinning owner 
hovered above him. Liter a, floatir more substantial than 


wever, was something 


opening his eyes, she cate ‘few scant e at all’, slowly lowering herself 
until her wonderfully firm yet soft Pree: two gentle masses of electric 
pleasure, pressed fondly against his chest. 

“Morning, sleepy-head,” Aurora said with a smile. She didn’t give him a chance 


to respond as she lowered her soft, warm lips to his own and proceeded to give 
him a good-morning kiss that ensured that very thing. 

After all, any morning that begins with awoman with huge, softly firm 
and wonderfully warm breasts pressed firmly against your chest, kissing you 





long and slow and incredibly thoroughly, by any definition, has to be good. 
Especially when, once your sleep-befogged mind has cleared enough to 
recognize the obvious, you responded with hearty enthusiasm, deepening and 
extending the kiss with the warm, willing and well-endowed woman who quite 
literally sank into your arms, her entire body now pressed into yours in a warm, 
willing embrace. 

“Whew...” Jack whistled as they finally broke the kiss. “That beats the hell out 
of a cup of coffee any day.” 

“When you said that we had to ‘get Jack up’, | didn’t realize that this was what 
you had in mind,” Red’s voice said, richly suggestive. Jack gasped as a slender, 
gentle hand lightly grasped a half-rigid organ somewhat south of the equator. 
At Red's remarkably skilled touch, Jack’s cock went as hard as a bar of iron. 

“| think you've got his attention,” Carrie snickered from her postion beside the 
head of the bed, her own amazingly firm, softly-taut globes only a few enticing 
inches from Jack’s face. 

“Tve heard a lot of names for a penis,” Tera chuckled, from the mirror-image 
position on Jack’s right, “but I’ve never heard one called an ‘attention’ before.” 
“Oh, water-nymph,” Red said, suggestively. “If you wouldn’t mind...?” 

Obviously, the four women were up to something - even Jack’s 
pleasantly bemused mind could see that. After all, not only did Carrie know 
what Red’s cryptic request meant, but Aurora also floated up and out of the 
way at the comment, indicating that she was in on the ‘conspiracy’. 

It was a conspiracy that Jack had nothing to complain about, however, 
as Red proceeded to shift her position and replace the grip of her skilled hand 
with the all-encompassing caress of her mile-deep cleavage. Red’s breasts now 
had the same layer of nearly frictionless surface-tension water that Carrie had 
used to shed her clothes the night before. Except this slick layer of water was 
warmed to exactly body temperature, creating a warm, wet, wonderfully 
slippery canyon that proceeded to slowly rise and fall against the length of his 
throbbing shaft. 

Jack moaned low in the back of his throat - a primal sound of delight. 

“| think he likes it,” Aurora kibitzed with a grin. 
“Well, if he likes one pair of big, firm, round breasts...” Carrie said, and then 
she leaned forward, pressing her own, deep canyon of cleavage against Jack’s 
face. Her fully erect nipples pressed with wonderful firmness against his lips. 
Jack promptly shared the pleasure as he began licking, nibbling, and sucking 
on the full, firm nubs of flesh - though, in this case, each ‘nub’ was both longer 
and thicker than any nipple he’d ever enjoyed playing with before. 





It was when Red slid forward, briefly freeing the now hyper-sensitive 
head of his throbbing cock, and replaced her wonderfully full, firm breasts with 
the even warmer, wetter, and more softly resilient walls of her vagina did Aurora 
verify his ‘conspiracy’ theory. “Jack,” she said, sweetly, as he gasped in pleasure, 
“we have a favor to ask of you.” 

Red began slowly shifting her weight, her body rocking forward and 
up, then backwards and down. Given her positioning, this meant that with 
every motion not only was she creating a long, slow, teasingly pleasurable 
‘piston stroke’ over his cock, but she was also causing her tits to practically 
slam into his face - that is, after Carrie quickly uncovered it - only to be alternated 
with Tera’s softer, longer-nippled breasts on the retraction. 

“None of us have clothes that fit anymore - blouses and shirts, at least,” Aurora 
explained. 

Another series of strokes, each one faster and harder than the one that 
proceeded it, with alternating breasts assaulting him from each side for variety. 
“We need you to take one of us into town to get stuff we can wear,” Aurora 
continued as she used her power to slowly lift him into the air. Red was still 
gleefully riding him, but her original slow, deliberate rhythm was slowly giving 
way to the wild rhythm of a cowgirl breaking a bucking bronco. Carrie slid below 
him, and her Amazonian form literally embraced him as he sank back down. 
His head now nestled between her firm, pillow-like breasts while Red’s 
matching, monumental, and utterly magnificent melons continued to assault 
his face in wonderful barrage. 

“| looked in the telephone book, and there’s a place that sells ‘specialty clothing’ 
that should have what 
we need - | hope,” Aurora 
said, while Jack writhed 
in pre-orgasmic pleasure. 
“Of course, you'll only be 
taking one of us into 
town, but we thought we 
might as well ‘fully 
charge’ you.” Then, lying 
down between Carrie 
and Jack’s spread and 
entwined legs, she 
waited until Red rose 
and then reached out 
and gently squeezed 








Jack’s balls as Red plunged back down. Jack screamed in pleasure as the most 
intense orgasm of his life thundered through his body - a scream muffled by 
Red’s magnificent breasts. 

There was definitely a conspiracy afoot - a conspiracy to further the 
four girl’s own plans and goals. Jack was unequivocally being used. And he didn’t 
mind one bit. 


“Not the, y’know, ‘French lace’, ‘cause it’s too firm, especially on a bra, 
even though it looks better, so see if you can find the softer English lace, if 
they've got it, and if not, maybe see if you can find one with a scalloped edge 
without any lace, unless it’s pink, in which case...” Red was saying, passionately. 

Carrie was seriously listening, nodding her head and looking 
thoughtfully intense. Jack rolled his eyes. Since awakening, he’d been served 
breakfast in bed, cooked right on the spot thanks to Red’s ability, and had it 
presented by four very willing and very helpful young ladies who finger-fed 
him - while he caressed whatever magnificent set of breasts happened to be 
closest at that given moment. 

He also had to listen to the start of the ‘Great Fashion Debate’, as the 
four women had begun discussing which clothes Jack and his chosen 
‘representative nymph’, Carrie, should look for. Jack’s suggestion that they wait 
and see what the store had available in the correct size had been roundly 
rejected by all - unless, of course, Jack wanted to go to the store, take photos of 
all the available fashions, and come back so that the women could then hold 
their debate. Now, as Red finished giving a machine-gun-rapid evaluation of 
the ‘basic requirements’ of a bra, which she’d only very rarely wear in any case, 
Jack impatiently drummed his fingers on the steering wheel of the car, unable 
to believe the incredibly fine distinctions women were able - and willing - to 
make between one style and another. In the past three-quarters hour while 
eating and dressing, Jack had learned more than he’d ever wanted to know 
about the colors, cuts, and materials available to women. 

Jack, of course, was an ‘-ish/-y’ man. To him, there were basic colors, 
like red, blue, green, and so on - and any variation only required a modifier, 
such as “It’s greenish-blue,” or, “It’s a sort of pale yellowy sort of color,” that 
being about all you needed, as far as he was concerned. Instead, he was getting 
a crash course in how salmon, pink, blush and pale red were all completely 
different colors. 

“straps, of course, because the others just fuckin’ suck - pardon my 
French,” Red finished in a matter-of-fact tone, as if stating the obvious - and, if 
you were to judge by Carrie’s response, you'd think she was. 





“That everything?” Jack asked, more than a touch sarcastically, barely able to 
believe just how finicky a woman who rarely wore bras could be over the 
probably-non-existent choices the store would have. 

“Well, now that you ask...” Red said, in a musing tone - flanking her in 
preparation to the farewells, Aurora and Tera suddenly looked thoughtful. 
“Never mind,” Jack said hastily, thoroughly regretting having asked. “We'll be 
back as soon as possible.” 


Before any of the women could say another word, Jack quickly dropped 

his car into gear and stepped on the accelerator, sending a spurt of gravel 
shooting from under the drive tires as he accelerated up the hill, swerving to 
avoid Red’s Festiva, which was still sitting in the middle of the driveway. With a 
sigh of mixed relief and regret, he watched the dwindling figures in the rearview 
mirror vanish as he rounded the corner. 
“You know,” Carrie said in a musing tone of voice, as Jack pulled to a stop at the 
end of the driveway. “Aurora didn’t mention it, but don’t you think she’d look 
good in one of those middy tops? You know, one in rayon or silk, something 
light, and maybe with some lace trim in vanilla or eggshell...?” 


Jack closed his eyes, and began rhythmically banging his forehead on 
the steering wheel. 








“Maybe they see us,” Dave said, half fearfully, half-hopefully. “Why did you have 
to decided to do this in bright daylight, Jazz? 

Without looking, Jasmine Kincaid swung one tanned, firmly muscled 
arm behind her, unerringly connecting with the side of her short, badly 
sunburned companion’s dark-haired head. 

“Shut up,” the heavily-built biker explained, succinctly. Her steel-gray 
eyes still fixed on the car sitting unmoving at the end of the driveway, she 
refused to let any trace of doubt or fear show on her broad, raw-boned face. 

Nor did she let even a faint sigh escape her lips as the vehicle finally 
began to move after its prolonged pause. Her cold, calculating eyes continued 
to watch as the vehicle headed off down the road, finally disappearing from 
view. Jazz waited another two minutes before finally rising from her crouch, 
her leather pants and matching vest creaking ominously as her broad- 
shouldered, ruggedly-built frame loomed over the much smaller body of her 
companion. 

“Okay, dick-weed, let’s go,” Jazz ordered shortly, literally hauling Dave 
to his feet by virtue of one broad, callused hand wrapped around the once- 
starched collar of his dress shirt, now badly frayed by three weeks of such 
treatment. 

Dragged unresistingly out of the grove with only the barest expenditure 
of energy in the taut, tattooed arm that held him, Dave pushed his glasses 
higher onto his nose, peering about myopically as Jazz hauled him across the 
road and into the foliage on the other side. Shortly thereafter, they broke into a 
small, sun-dappled clearing in the woods south-southwest of the house, where 
a small patch of spiky-leafed plants lay in the protective embrace of the 
encircling oaks, alders and pines. 

“Get to work,” Jazz ordered, fishing a small bundle of green garbage 
bags from her back pocket and shoving them into Dave’s unresisting hands. 
“Make sure you get everything. | don’t want so much as a stalk left.” 

In the three weeks since accidentally hitting Jazz’s custom Harley Fatboy 
and demolishing the love of her life, the meek accountant had learned the 
futility of trying to stand up to his new roommate’s commands. Until she 
managed to get her hog road-worthy again, Jazz was using him as her personal 
slave to make up for the financial debt that Dave, no matter how much he 





wished it was otherwise, simply couldn't afford to make good on. 

Now, without a word of protest, Dave silently began gathering up her 
private plot of marihuana plants, ‘transplanting’ them before the new owners 
of the previously, agreeably, abandoned house could discover the illegal acreage 
on their land. 


“think | can find something that matches, so maybe we'll have to get Jack to 
take us each into town one at a time to buy new pants and skirts and stuff,” 
Red was saying as they tidied up the house. They were finding the ‘automatic’ 
nature of their powers incredibly useful in the endeavor, since every time they 
tried doing something manually, they quickly discovered how easily their huge 
new endowments could get in the way - sometimes with pleasurable results, 
but mostly it was simply annoying. With their suddenly extremely buxom 
nature so new to them, none of the women had quite gotten the hang of dealing 
with the change in their center-of-gravity, and they were having to relearn 
otherwise simple movements anew. 

“Well, maybe we can...” Aurora started to reply - only to be cut off by Tera. 
“Somebody’s here.” 


Two heads whipped around to stare at the woman who'd just spoken in an 
eerie, powerful monotone. The tall, rangy woman was staring off into the 
distance, unseeing - through eyes that had gone a milky white, with no sign of 
iris or pupil. 
“..Tera...2” Red gasped. 

“Somebody’s on our land, in our bower,” the earth-nymph replied in 
the eerie, reverberating voice that didn’t seem like it could possibly issue from 
such a slender ribcage. “I hear the plants they are tearing out by their roots.” 


“Okay, so this is spooking me out just a bit,” Red said, nervously. 
“Shh...” Aurora whispered, an intense look on her face as she watched the blank- 
faced earth-nymph. “Tera, where are they?” 
“Where the old oaks grow in the embrace of alders,” Tera replied, her voice rich 
and deep with growing. “Where pines dance with the soil’s richness, the 
despoilers are, man and woman. | can feel them, their pressure on the earth. 
The pain and sorrow of the man as he does her bidding, her uncaring, devious 
nature as she watches...” 

Slowly, the nymph extended ad arm, pointing towards the south south- 
west. 
“There,” she intoned, her voice as hard as granite. “Three hundred paces they 





stand away, raping our very bower.” 

Slowly, the milky whiteness faded from Tera’s eyes, and she blinked. With a 
startled in-rush of breath, she stared wide-eyed at her companions. “Holy shit...” 
she whispered, stunned by the incredible current of power that had 
momentarily run through her, unbidden. “What the hell was that?” 


“That,” Aurora said, seriously, “was a reminder of the responsibilities that come 
with being earth spirits.” 


Looking back and forth between her news friends and sisters, Red smiled 
wickedly. “Girls,” she said, showing her teeth, “the nymphs are going to war.” 








Jack put the car into park and turned off the ignition. With a thoughtful frown 
he stared out the side window of the car, eyeing the fashions displayed in the 
windows of the boutique. 

“Right name, right address, but...” Jack said, eyes lingering on the very 

prim-looking clothing that covered the mannequins in the window from neck 
to toe. “Are you sure that you copied down the right place from the phone book?” 
Receiving no answer from Carrie, Jack turned... and found the muscular woman 
blushing as she attempted to haul the once-baggy sweatshirt down further. 
“Carrie...?” Jack asked, surprised. 
“So much of my tits are showing,” Carrie muttered in a shameful voice. “God, 
these things are so... so huge!” She was pulling at the already straining fabric 
of her sweatshirt, which clung tightly to her breasts and rode up to display the 
bottom quarter of their round firmness. 

Jack blinked. It hadn’t seemed to bother her when she'd put it on earlier. 
Briefly, it crossed his mind that the distance from her ‘bower’ might be the 
reason for her change in mood - perhaps the easy acceptance of their new 
endowments had been an effect of location... 

“Geez, maybe | should take it off and go in naked,” Carrie said, half- 
serious, instantly dispelling that notion. “God, | can’t believe somebody else is 
going to see me like this.” 

‘Somebody else’ meaning another woman of course, Jack realized. 
Carrie’s sudden reluctance was another handicap of the overly fashion- 
conscious. The sweatshirt did, indeed, look ‘jerry-rigged’ the way it fit her altered 
figure, and Carrie almost wished to be proudly naked rather than so poorly 
dressed. 


“Soon you'll be wearing a perfectly-fitted new blouse,” Jack reassured her, 
patting one well-muscled shoulder. “Come on - if this isn’t the right place, I’m 
sure that the owner can point us in the right direction.” 

Still blushing, Carrie looked at him. “Maybe you should go in yourself, 
and find out...” 

Shaking his head, Jack smirked. “No way I’m going into a woman’s 
boutique all by my lonesome, my muscular Amazon maiden. C’mon, let’s go be 
embarrassed together.” 





Climbing out of the car, Jack hurried around to the other side and 
gallantly opened the door. He then helped Carrie out of the seat that had been 
pushed all the way back on its tracks to make room for her medicine-ball-sized 
breasts. Still blushing, Carrie followed Jack to the door of the store - followed 
quite closely, in fact, trying to hide the ill-fitting sweatshirt by virtue of pressing 
her breasts firmly against his shoulders. It made for a strange-looking scene, 
but Jack was disinclined to complain. 

Enjoying the feel of her firm mounds pressed into his back, he pulled 
open the door and led her inside, finding himself almost immediately blind as 
he went from morning brightness to the dim lighting in the shop. Almost 
automatically - and with some measure of regret - he took a further step forward 
and to the right, clearing the way for Carrie, who was likely to be as momentarily 
blind as himself. 





“No, no, no,” a voice said, sharply, “we don’t deal with your kind any 
more.” Blinking, Jack let his eyes clear... and found himself confronted by a tall, 
almost painfully skinny woman in a high-necked starched blouse and a long, 
heavy skirt, whose narrow face was almost as sharp as her tongue. “Go on, find 
somewhere else to buy your clothes,” the hatchet-faced woman said, wagging 
one bony finger in their direction. “You won't find anything here for the likes of 
you, missy.” Jack’s jaw began to sag in startled disbelief at the proprietor’s tirade. 

“| beg your pardon?” Carrie said, her own voice managing to slide from 
incredulity to anger in those four words. 

“Ever since my dim-witted sister finally had the good sense to sell this 
worthless shop to me,” the woman said, with smug satisfaction, “I’ve done my 
level best to erase every trace of the perversion of a business my sister ran here. 
If it weren't for the cost, l’d change the place’s name to discourage... persons... 
like yourself from coming in. | don’t want, need, or expect business from you, 
so you can just leave. | don’t deal with cheap little tarts like you.” 

“Who are you calling a tart, lady?” Jack rose to Carrie’s defense almost 
instinctively. 

“Who are you calling little?” Carrie asked more bluntly, leaning forward. Carrie’s 
movement emphasized her own muscular height advantage over the shop- 
owner, and the woman’s face went pale - a feat Jack would have thought 
impossible, given the fact that the woman’s natural skin tone was so light that 
Jack suspected the painfully tight bun her dark hair was pulled up into was 
cutting off the supply of blood to her face. 

“Don’t threaten me, you tramp...” the spinsterish proprietor warned, rallying. 
She drew herself up to what, in other company, would have been an imposing 
height. “There’s no law that says | have to deal with so-called ‘exotic dancers’ 
or equally as spurious pornographic ‘actors’. My libertine sister might have been 
willing to provide services, and thus tacit approval, of your ilk, but | refuse to do 
likewise.” 

The smugness was returning to the pale woman’s face as she gestured 
to a sign on the wall: The management reserves the right to refuse service to 
any customer. 

“Look here,” Jack started, attempting to defuse what was rapidly 
becoming an explosive situation. 

“No, you look,” The woman snapped, shortly, “I’m sure your other friends 
have told you that my sister’s stock is still in the back of the shop, but I'll tell 
you the same thing | told my sister - l’d rather eat the cost of that... junk than in 
any way promote your perverted lifestyles - so you might as well get out, because 
there’s not a single thing you can do that will get me to goin the back and find 





some of that disgusting clothing that would fit the God-given bust that you so 
disgustingly defaced by surgery.” 
Jack opened his mouth... 
“Oh, really?” Carrie asked with a dangerous glee, eyes glittering. 
“Carrie, maybe...” 
“Really!” the hatchet-faced woman sneered. 
“Lady, maybe you should...” Jack tried. 
“| wouldn't be so sure, if | were you,” Carrie said, taking a step closer to her 
opponent. 

Jack cleared his throat noisily, “I’m sure we can work this out if...” 
“Oh, just try me,” the shop owner said. “Go ahead, you... you cow-breasted slut 
- do your worst!” 

Deciding that discretion was, indeed, the better part of valor, Jack 
stepped out of the way. 


“Come on, you pathetic excuse for a man,” Jazz said irritably from her 
comfortable lean against the bole of a grand old oak. “I got more work out of 
you on my bike yesterday, and these plants ain’t got nothin’ on my hawg, so 
move your skinny ass.” 

“You know,” asmoky voice commented from the right, “men have many 
more entertaining uses than just illegal gardening.” 

Jazz's head whipped around as she pushed herself off the tree in one 
powerful movement, and then her eyes narrowed as she eyed the naked woman 
with the flame-red hair and breasts bigger than her head. Red stood with her 
fists firmly planted on her well-rounded hips and her feet parted defiantly wide 
in the soft loam of the forest floor. 

“Who the fuck you supposed to be, bitch?” Jazz snarled. 

“One of the owners of the property you're standing on,” a voice said 
from behind Jazz, making her whirl around. Jazz found herself facing a tiny 
slip of a woman, as naked and as extremely endowed as the redhead who'd 
first spoken. 

“Owners,” a third voice said from the opposite side of the clearing, “who like 
you tearing up plants on our property about as much as we like you calling one 
of us a ‘bitch’”. Jazz once again turned to see a tall, rangy woman standing 
next to an arrow-straight alder, her eyes burning in furious rage. 

“Three to one?” Jazz asked, causally flexing one massive, tattooed bicep. “Seems 
like an even fight then, don’t it... bitch?” 

“You're going to regret that,” Tera informed the massive, raw-boned biker in a 





calm, certain voice. 
Jazz gave a wolfish grin in reply. “Keep workin’ dickweed,” she ordered 





Dave, without tearing her eyes from Tera’s face. “I’m gonna make mince-meat 
outta these big-titty bitches.” 

“No.” The single word was spoken with simple dignity, and all four 
female heads swiveled to the tiny, pot-bellied man who now stood as straight 
as his habitually bent back would allow. His face was serene. 

“What was that?” Jazz asked, part threat and part simple disbelief. 
“Tve let you run roughshod over me,” Dave said, unflinchingly, “but | will not 
allow you to harm these ladies simply because they are defending their own 
home and property.” 

To the shocked disbelief of all present, the sunburned accountant, barely 
half the total mass of the much more heavily muscled biker, struck the classic 
‘Marquis De Queensbury’ boxing pose, balled fist held high and legs spread. 
“Come on then,” he said, voice not even quavering. “Loathe as | am to hit a lady, 
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it’s high time you got the thrashing you so richly deserve.” 

“FI get back to you bitches in a second,” Jazz informed the three women, 
her wolfish grin returning. “That’s just about how long it’s gonna take me to 
tear this little shit a new asshole.” 


Slamming one hamhock-sized fist into the palm of her other hand, Jazz began 
to close on the defiant accountant. 


‘Muscle-bound morons are almost as gratifyingly stupid as the usual bubble- 
headed bimbos,’ Lynette thought with a shark’s grin as her narrow fingers 
curled around the small can of pepper-spray concealed within the pocket of 
her voluminous skirt. ‘Thinking | wouldn't be prepared for the type of morally- 
deficient deviants my sister used to pander to.’ Bracing herself, the owner of 
the boutique waited for the giant stripper to step into range, secure in the 
knowledge that her righteousness had prepared her for such an eventuality. 

Unfortunately for Lynette, her preparation was for a physical attack. 
What happened, instead, was an attack on her physique. Stopping a bare step 
out of the unseen pepper-spray’s range, Carrie answered Lynette’s grin with 
one of her own. “You’ve made one too many assumptions, little lady,” Carrie 
said, in a mocking voice. “Assumption, hmm... the first part of that is ‘ass’, isn’t 
it - something youre seriously lacking in.” 

“What’s that supposed to...” Lynette started to ask, and then she stopped, 
an odd expression crossing her face. “Whatin heaven’s name?” Her bony hands 
flew to her nearly nonexistent ass... which was becoming steadily more existent 
with each passing second. “What!?” Lynette cried, stunned. “No, wait - what’s 
happening!” 

What was happening was that each individual cell in the muscle and 
tissue of Lynette’s ass was swelling as it became more absorbent to the water 
that Carrie was transferring to it — water that, as a matter of fact, she was 
‘stealing’ from the fabric of the skirt. By a simple law of physics, this required 
that the fabric’s inherent tensile strength was greatly reduced, especially where 
cross-tension forces were concerned. To phrase it another way, when her 
swelling fundament finally got big enough to push against the fabric of what 
was designed to be a loose, figure-concealing skirt... it exploded. 

Dry as a bone and completely unable to deal with the expansion it was 
covering, the fabric almost literally blew apart, the strands as weak andas fragile 
as ancient parchment. With the top half of the skirt bursting under the pressure, 
the unsupported bottom half collapsed to the ground, which left Lynette 
standing in only her ‘sensible’ white shoes and her ‘sensible’ white cotton 





panties. The prudish shopkeeper screamed, one hand continuing to attempt 
the futile task of pushing her swollen new derriere back down to its previous 
size, while her other flew to her crotch in a vain attempt to cover herself. 
“Nice legs,” Carrie commented, dryly, foregoing comment on a posterior that 
was now well within the league of the infamous J-Lo juggernaut. 

Lynette looked down and screamed again, backpedaling out of the dusty 
relic that the remnants of her skirt had become. She gaped at legs that had 
become as curvaceous as her new ass - and by the same hand and manner. 
Given her own tall, slender build, it left her with long, luscious legs that would 
have made any red-blooded American male drool with desire. In other words - 
Lynette’s worst nightmare had come true. 

Well, her ‘second-worst’: 

“As for the size of my breasts,” Carrie said, slowly stepping closer to the half- 
clad woman, “perhaps it never occurred to you that, no matter how much | 
might have come to enjoy them, they weren't exactly a voluntarily acquisition.” 


Jazz’s ‘wolfish’ grin suddenly faded... as several much more wolfish grins, affixed 
to the muzzles of a sextet of brown-gray timber wolves, appeared from between 
the rows of marijuana plants. 

“Now these,” Tera said, with a wolfish grin of her own, “are bitches.” 

The female wolves didn’t growl or yip - they didn’t have to. They simply 
formed a line between Jazz and a suddenly discomfited Dave, resting on their 
haunches as they stared unflaggingly at the muscular biker. 

“Where the fuck...?” Jazz muttered, assuming the animals to be trained 
wolves, never dreaming that every living thing within miles was literally at 
Tera’s beck and call. Deciding that this might not be a fight she wanted to 
engage in after all, Jazz turned to flee... and a wall of flames leapt up in front of 
her, cutting off her retreat. 

“We're not quite done hereyyet, Red said, moderating theyheat from 
the fire so that none but Jazzwere affected by the semi-circle of flames. The 
wolves shifted uncomfortably at the sight of the fire, but their mistress’ silent 
reassurances kept them firmly in place. 

“There’s the little matter of the ‘big titty remark, Aurora said, her pixie- 
ish face unable to show the lupine grin she might have wished. Nevertheless, 
her cute build and face hid a mind and personality more than capable of putting 
her own power to good use. Jazz gasped as a strange sensation began in her 
chest, beneath the heavy fabric of her... 





..starched white shirt. 

“What?” Lynette gasped. Her hands flew from their previous positions 
to her chest as the shirt slowly began to press outwards from the interior force 
hidden behind the fortress-like fabric of her shirt. “No, this isn’t happening,” 
Lynette cried in helpless denial, even as tactile sense gave lie to the statement. 
“No, my... 


.. fuckin’ boobs are growing!” Jazz shouted in disbelief. The taut leather creaked 
ominously as two ballooning masses of airy breast-flesh strained against the 
cumbersome material. “This... this ain't fuckin’ happening!” 


But it was. The pain of her confined breasts straining against the resisting 
leather was more than ample proof of that fact. Gasping as the pressure only 
continued to build, Jazz had no choice but to reach up and grab the big chrome 
zipper that held the garment fastened. Blunt fingers wrapping around the shiny 
metal object, she yanked downwards - and her confined tits all but... 


..exploded 


As the parchment-dry fragments of Lynette’s shirt fluttered to the 
ground, the once-bony woman stared down in horror. Her figure was now 
radically enhanced by the softening effect of her ‘bloated’ cells. Two 
magnificent, basketball-sized breasts now hung low and heavy on her chest, 
each tipped by a pale nipple that was as fully swollen as her new mounds. “Oh, 
dear God, no!” Lynette cried, her hands reaching to cup her massive, ‘natural’ 
new endowments. The moisture-filled mounds attached to her chest were as 
real in touch and sight as any caused by Mother Nature, and the moisture- 
bloated cells were also nearly equal in mass and behavior to the fat cells of 
natural breast development. 


As she clutched the bottoms of her huge, still-swelling mounds, her back 
suddenly gave a twinge at the added strain that had been so quickly acquired. 


“Oh, please, stop,” the once-defiant woman pleaded, “they're just so... 


fuckin’ light!” 


Stunned, Jazz continued squeezing the full, basketball-sized breasts that 
continued to thrust ever further out from her rib cage. They stood out in defiant 





roundness from her muscular body. Although each cell was swellimg, the size 
of her new bust wasn’t matched by an identical increase in mass. It was as if 
her breasts were nothing but balloons - balloons that Aurora was still gleefully 
expanding... not with ‘air’ - but with helium. 

“Wait just a damn second,” Jazz exclaimed, her eyes going wide. The 
upward pressure from her lighter-than-air rack was causing her to shift 
position. She slowly leaned backwards, causing her chest to thrust further 

outward, as if proud of 
„the helium-inflated 
f spherical balloon- 
breasts that now... 


..forced her to lean 
‘forward under the 
growing mass. 

“Please, stop!” 
Lynette quite literally 
cried. “Any bigger, and | 
won't be able to move 
any more.” 

“Move?” Carrie 
asked with a mocking 
wide-eyed innocence. 
“My gracious, dear - 
where on earth would 
you want to go? With 
such ‘freakish’ tits, | 
thought you'd just be 
happy to lie on the floor, 
f hiding your perverted 
| new figure from the 
_world. Why on earth 
* would you care about 
| being able to move?” At 
| this, Carrie glanced 
| suggestively towards 
< the back of the store. 
“Um, so... so | can go in 
the back and get you 





17 
EGOO rmen eiee 


those clothes!” Lynette cried, desperately, fighting the drag of her enormous, 
swaying mass of flesh. Each heavy, low-slung teardrop of breast-flesh now 
jiggled and swayed with her every sob. 

“Come to think of it,” Carrie said, as if musing, “you look like you could use a bra 
yourself, dearie. Tell you what - go right ahead.” 

As simple as that, her gigantic new... 


..breasts stopped growing, each one as big and round as a beach-ball - but 
considerably lighter. 

“Holy shit!” Jazz 

was standing on tiptoe, 
not from choice, but 
because the effect of 
her new chest- 
mounted zeppelins 
gave her nothing but 
the most tenuous grip 
on the ground. 
“Every action has an 
equal and opposite 
reaction,” Aurora 
quoted, with a smile. 
“With so little bracing, 
| think you'll find a 
fight very short, and 
very bitter - since any 
punch you throw will 
throw you backward 
rather than inflict 
serious damage on your target.” 

Jazz wasn't exactly a rocket scientist, but the way she was standing, 
with only the tips of her toes meeting the ground, made her realize that the 
tiny blonde was telling the truth. “How the fuck did you do this to me?” the 
biker growled, hands roaming the expanse of her massive new tits. 

“Does it really matter?” Tera asked, coming closer. “It’s done, and now you have 
to live with it.” 

“High heels,” Red said, from the other side. “I’d definitely suggested 
platform high heels. They won't actually do an awful lot to hold you down - but 
they'll definitely make you look less silly.” 








Jazz's lips almost involuntarily began to curl into a sneer. 

“Your other choice, of course, is very heavy boots,” Tera said. Then, ducking into 
the shadow of a pair of breasts that actually dwarfed her own, the brunette 
put weight on Jazz’ feet, firmly anchoring her to the ground. Every action has 
an equal and opposite reaction, and when Jazz’s heels came down, it altered 
the equation that was the geometry of her body and its weight distribution. 
Firmly anchored, her breasts - the lightest part of her - tried to ‘float to the top’. 
Jazz found herself practically bent over backwards as her new tits tried to take 
flight, the lightest part of her forming the apex. 

“Let go, let go!” Jazz cried, all defiance finally fleeing as she gasped in 
distress. When Tera complied, Jazz was once again able to return to her ‘tip- 
toe’ position — upright, but still with her chest ‘held high’, as if she were willingly 
showing off her huge new tits. 

“Maybe you should become a dancer,” Red needled. “Everybody would 
have to mention how light you are on you feet.” Dave, momentarily forgotten, 
regained the women’s attention by snickering at Red’s remark. 

“How badly do you hate her?” Aurora asked the pudgy accountant, 
gesturing at Jazz. 

“Well, | don’t so much ‘hate’ her,” Dave said with a shrug. “I just dislike some of 
her methods.” 
“Well, then - | give you into his tender care,” Tera told Jazz. 


“What the fuck are you talking about?” the biker asked... and answered 
her own question as she tried to turn and face the other woman. So ‘light on her 
feet’, she quite simply didn’t have enough mass to create the necessary friction 
with the ground. It was like trying to ‘walk’ in water with a high salinity, except 
that air didn’t have enough density for Jazz to swim through. Without help, she 
was stuck where she was. 

“| highly suggest you be nice to your ‘helper’,” Red said, stepping behind Jazz and 
giving her a shove. The blimp-busted woman quite literally floated into the 
diminutive accountant’s arms, her amazingly soft breasts at exactly face-height. 


When the inflated breasts once again cleared the man’s face, it was 
wreathed ina grin. “Come, my dear,” Dave said, holding her hand. “Let’s get you 
home.” Jazz considered her position - for the first time in her life, she was as 
helpless as any of her long string of victims. “Okay, Dave,” she said softly, biting 
her lower lip at the sudden reversal in fortunes. 

“Ladies,” Dave said, tipping an imaginary hat to the trio of naked nymphs. 
Head held high, his face wreathed in a bright grin, the accountant towed his 








balloon-babe out of the clearing. 
Carrying bags full of appropriately sized clothing, Jack and Carrie entered the 
house, not with the air of conquering heroes but with a look of furtive shame 
on their faces. 
“We're back,” Carrie called, laying her larger burden of bags beside the ones 
Jack had brought back in. From upstairs, the other three women came down 
the stairs. 

“We, uh, got everything,” Jack said, looking at the floor in front of him. 
“However, there’s something we need to tell you about. | don’t know exactly 
how to phrase it, but...” 


“Wait, there’s something important | have to tell you first,” a blushing Aurora 
interrupted. “While you were gone, we, um, we... how should | put it?” 
“Engaged in a conspicuous display of otherworldly powers’ would 
adequately describe both situations, | would hazard,” a crackling, chuckling 
voice from the still-open doorway said, with dry wit. 

Four ultra-buxom nymphs and a male storage battery swung around 
to stare at the figure outlined in the doorway. Set deep in sockets surrounded 
by a maze of wrinkles, dark eyes twinkled merrily as the raw-boned man, clad 
in a rumpled white linen suit, gave a small bow. “Sam Clemens, at your 
service,” his gravel-like voice wheezed merrily. One bushy white eyebrow, 
which matched his thick mane of hair and his heavy mustache in both color 
and disarray, slowly cocked upwards expectantly. 


“Clemens?” Aurora said numbly, and then her eyes widened. “Samuel 
Langhorne Clemens? But... but... but...” 


“Once again,” Mark Twain said with a grin, “reports of my death have been 
greatly exaggerated.” 


THE END 





